Voung- Man & Maidens Fore-calt; 


SHEWING HOW 


They Reckon'd their Gickens before they were Hatcht: 


To the Tune of, The Country Farmer. Or, The Deconthire Damoſels- This may be Pꝛinted, R. Po. 


PEE tell pou a Felt cf a Pꝛovident Tals, 
Whoſe P:ovidence pꝛov'd her a Pꝛovident Alg; 

She laid kozth her ſtoꝛe in ſuch bꝛittle Ware, 

That verp mail pꝛofit did fall to her thare; 

Thir:ccn to the Dozen of Exgs ſhe would vuy, 

And ſet a Hen over them carctuilp ; | 

As long as ſhe went her footing ſe watcl, d, 


She counced her Chickens bekoze thep were Hatch'd. 


Said ſhe, if theſe Chickens übe Capons do p2ove, 
Capons be Meat which Gentlemen love; 
Thoſe Chickens ſhe would ſell to buy a Sow-Pig, . 
That it might have poung ones c're it was big: 
Then with her Pigs ſhe would have an Ewe, 

It map have Lambs not Rill'd with the Dew: 
And as ſhe was thinking to bup her a Caif, 


her Heels they ſlew from her a Yard and a half. 
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Her Heels: kiſs*d-the ground, and up flew her Aeggs, 
Down tame her Basket, and b:cke all her < 9 5 
There lap ger Pigs, her Ci;ickens, ker Tams 

She could not have noung oncs except ſhe ied © nes 
Thus Fo:tune did frown by a fall that ſhe catci-r, 
Her Chickens pꝛov'd Addle bekoꝛe they were Hatcht: 
Attend but a while, and il bzieflp declare, 

Bad fo2tune did likewiſe fall to the Mans ſharc. 


And now the Man to the Market will go, 

To ſce what Dame Nature on him will beſtow: 

He bought him five Eggs thinking to Thzive, 

And thus did the buſineſs finelp contrive 2 

Said he, if theſe Eggs five Cocks they will frame, 
And molt of them p2ove to be Cocks of the Game, 
Sa ſocn as their Spurs are long enough grown, 
Then {© map ingrols a Cock Pit of mp own. 


Then map J have Gallants of every ſozr, 

Both Loꝛds, Knights, and. Squires, and all to ſee ſporr 
If thep Fight b2avcin theſe Gallants to plcaſe, 

map come to get weans bp the rearing of theſe - 
And when J have done, Jll get me arich Wife, 

That J map live happp all days ok mp Life, 

And in the Church we will be loving matcht, 

But count not your Chicliens becfoze they be Hatcht. 


And when he came tome he ſet his Eggs by, 

He could not get up the Rooſt was ſo high; 

But fetching a Ladder that unhappy time, 

It was his hard luck with his Eggs fo to Climb. 
Theſe Ladders pꝛove fatal to manp a Man, 

And are undone bp them now and than; 

So was this pooꝛ Man undone by a fall, 

Down comes the Basket, Man, Eggs and all. 


There lap the pooꝛ Man with a fall almoſt Tame. 
Dis Cock-Pits and Gallau:g, and Cocks of the Game 
The looſing of this grieved him to the Life, 

Net the grief it was mo?2e. in the lels of his Wife 
All pou BaIung Men live vertuous Liveg, 


And think t o get Poztions now by pour Wives; 


Take warning by me befoze pou are Matcht, 
Pray count not your Chicken: before they be Hatcht. 
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